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* The Delfinis were on the JBrenta.    I repaired one day
fco the yilla which you visited,  and which, though unin-
habited, became, from haying been the fayourite residence
of my father, a frequent object of my visits.    As I walked
along the terrace, I perceiyed for a moment, and at a dis-
tance, a stranger crossing the ]awn.    I  retired into the
chapel, where I remained more than half an hour.    I quit-
ted the chapel and walked to the temple.    I was attracted
by some writing on the wall.    I read it, and although I
could ascribe to it no definite meaning, I could not help
musing over it.    I sat down in a chair at the head of the
table.   "Whether I were tired by the walk or overpowered
by the heat I know not, but an unaccustomed drowsiness
crept over my limbs, and I fell asleep.    I not only fell
asleep, but I dreamed, and my dream was wonderful and
strange.

* I found myself alone in the cloisters of a convent, and ]
heard afar the solemn chant of an advancing procession.   It
became louder and louder, and soon I perceived the nuns
advancing with the abbess at their head.    And the abbess
came forward to claim me, and, to my horror, her coun-
tenance was that of Grrimani Delfini.    And I struggled to
extricate myself from her grasp, and suddenly the stranger
of the morning rushed in, and caught me in his arms, and
the cloisters melted away, and I found myself in a beauti-
ful country, and I awoke.

* The sun had set.    I returned home, pensive and way-
ward.    Never had I thought of my unhappy situation with
more unhappiness.     And  each  night the  figure  of the
stranger appeared to me in my dreams, and each day I
procrastinated my return to Florence.    And in the agita-
tion which these strange dreams produced, I determined to
go and pray at the tombs of my fathers.    I quitted the
Villa Delfini with a single female attendant, and returned
to it the same day.   I entered, the church through a private